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Strachey has; whereas Balfbur told me at luncheon he had
never been able to remember a line: even at Eton could
never get through the saying lessons. They both think
much more of Keats than of Shelley—we all agreed that
it was remarkable how Endymion was coming into its
own. Strachey had always thought it the most character-
istic and great performance of Keats. I said how Hyperion
had lately proved less fine than I expected, and Endymion
finer. Colvin said Mackail had lately been saying the same
thing, and he, Colvin, though he thought Hyperion to be
the greatest work, was more impressed by Endymion every
time he read it. He is writing a great life of Keats.
May 28. Reading Faerie Queene with children. We are
going to do it between 6.30 and 7 every day, and they seem
to love it and—what is strange—find it " very exciting."
They are wonderful lovers of poetry.
June 26. Dined Frederick Macmillans, Lady Beau-
champ told me the most curious telepathic story I have
ever heard. George Wyndham made great friends with a
lay-reader ajid preacher, one Mr. Dunne. This man, stay-
ing with his wife and son at Lucerne last June 22, went
to early Communion, walking there with the priest, and
asked the priest to pray specially for his soja whose birthday
it was. When he came out of church he said to the priest:
" I hope you were able to pray for my boy, for I was not.
I had to give all my prayers to George Wyndham, who
somehow seems to need them very much. I can't get him
out of my mind." He told his wife how he had felt and
said it must be fancy. In the afternoon he went out by
the lake with his boy. There was a crowd trying to save
a drowning dog, and looking on at its struggle he said to
ids boy: " phythere's Mr, Wyndham; he will save the dog
if anyone can." They tried to get at him, but it seemed
that he always disappeared farther off in the crowd. He
told his wife and she said: " Oh, that's why you were
thinking of him. He is near us, you see." G. Wyndham
died in Paris that Sunday.

